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Summary: 


Sheba's telepathic abilities come in handy when Felix goes 
missing. Unfortunately, they end up causing her horrible 
pain as she sees through Felix's eyes... 


Fill #11 for Bad Things Happen Bingo: Forced to Watch 


BTHB: Forced to Watch 


Three days since Felix disappeared, and the adepts are no 
closer to finding him. They’ve asked around all the local 
settlements, searched every cave and crevasse near their 
last campsite, looked down and up river--nothing. Piers is 
growing increasingly agitated and frustrated. Jenna is on the 
verge of tears consistently. Even Sheba is having trouble 
keeping her head. 


“We need to stop for the night,” Sheba says after another 
fruitless day of searching. She doesn’t need to read her 
friends’ minds to see that they’re exhausted, even though 
either of them would gladly continue searching until their 
legs gave out. “It'll be too dark to see soon.” 


Jenna sits down heavily on the ground, and Sheba sits next 
to her, wrapping her in her arms as Piers wanders off to find 
firewood. “I just can’t stand the idea that | might’ve lost him 
again!” Jenna cries, angrily wiping tears from her eyes. 
“Stupid Felix getting himself lost or kidnapped or...” She 
huffs, leaning into Sheba’s comforting embrace. 


“We'll find him,” Sheba says, trying to reassure herself and 
her friend at the same time. “We have to.” 


The evening meal is quiet, with very little in the way of 
conversation passing between the three. Piers volunteers for 
the first watch, and although Jenna retires to her bedroll, 
Sheba’s kept awake, feeling a distant storm in the east sky 
whispering under her skin. She closes her eyes, trying to 
imagine herself caught up in the wind and thunder. 


Her eyes fly open. She feels rain pelt her face, wind tearing 
at her hair. Fear races through her body. She’s not meant to 


be here. Voices shout around her, but the panic is too much 
for her to understand. Those are the voices that hurt her, 
anyway--best to tune them out. 


She looks down, desperately hoping the ropes keeping her 
bound might come loose with all the debris flying about. The 
rain chills her to the bone, and each peal of thunder and 
crack of lightning sends chills of terror racing down her 
spine. Her trousers are soaked through. A huge wave of 
water crashes onto the floor before her, and she screams, 
forcing her eyes shut to try and will herself away-- 


Sheba’s eyes fly back open. Jenna and Piers are both 
standing over her, panicked looks on their faces. “What’s 
happened?” Piers asked, crouching next to her. “Are you 
alright? You were screaming!” 


“A ship,” she gasps, uncoiling herself from where she’d 
fallen. The images flashed through her mind, clear as if 
she’d seen them with her own eyes. Sailors on a ship in a 
storm. “He’s on a ship, to the east. l-I just saw it.” 


Jenna’s eyes light up. “Like you read his mind somehow?” 
Sheba nods slowly, her head pounding. That vision must 
have come from very far away--how on Weyard did she get 
it? “We have to go!” Jenna says, stumbling over herself to 
start gathering her things. 


“Wait,” Sheba says, grimacing as the headache worsens. 
She shuts her eyes and squeezes her fingertips to her 
temples. “It’s too dark. We can wait til morning.” 


Jenna makes a frustrated noise, tossing her bag back onto 
the ground. “Sheba’s right,” Piers says. “We should rest, and 
Sailing at night is dangerous anyway. | don’t like waiting any 
more than you, Jenna, but we have to.” 


Sheba forces herself to get up and walk just enough to crawl 
into her bedroll, settling next to Jenna. “...He’s frightened,” 
she says after a few moments. Jenna sits up again. “Even 
though we have to wait tonight, we need to hurry in the 
morning.” 


“Right,” Jenna agrees, sighing and throwing a twig into the 
fire before lying back down. 


Sheba receives another vision just after they board Piers’s 
ship the following morning. 


She--no, Felix--is opening his eyes to a clear, too-bright sky. 
Shivering with fear and cold, arms aching from being bound 
behind him, legs tired from supporting him too long. 


The sailors, or pirates, rather, are busy putting the deck 
back together after the storm. Felix watches them, bleary- 
eyed. Some stop and give him annoyed looks before 
complaining about him to their fellows. He doesn’t listen to 
them anymore. 


Someone walks up to him, yanks his salt-soaked ponytail to 
raise his head back. It’s already tender from being pulled 
before. “Ye still think yer too good for us, don’t you?” the 
pirate asks. Felix stares and says nothing. The pirate strikes 
him across the cheek, then spits in his face and walks off. 


Sheba opens her eyes to see Jenna kneeling before her, 
holding her gently upright. “Was it another vision?” Jenna 
asks frantically. “How’s he doing?” 


Sheba shakes her head, wincing as the headache returns. 
“He’s a Captive,” she says. “I don’t know why.” She squeezes 


her eyes shut and leans forward, resting her forehead on 
Jenna's chest. “Let’s just go.” 


Piers helps Jenna move her into the cabin, then steps out 
onto the deck to start navigation. Jenna prepares an herbal 
concoction for her headache, and once that’s down, she lies 
down and waits for the headache to pass. 


The storm rages again. He’s certain he’s going to drown this 
time. The ship is sinking, bringing him down with it as he’s 
chained to the mast. He tries to scream but seawater flows 
into his throat, filling his lungs. The roar of thunder is louder 
than anything, louder than the boulder that almost crushed 
him. Salty tears flow from his eyes, only adding to the ocean 
slowly rising above his head. 


He’s dying, he’s dying, he’s dying, he’s-- 
A sharp slap and a snarl of “shut that whelp up!” 


He’s not dying. Not yet. He takes quick, panicked breaths as 
sunlight floods his vision, retching as if the sea is still 
flooding his lungs. “Gar, just take him belowdecks,” 
someone says. “I'll deal with ‘im.” 


“Sheba!” 


She sits up suddenly, clutching her head. Her cheeks are 
wet, and her skull feels like it’s splitting open. “Nightmare,” 
she gasps. “H-his.” She groans and doubles over, flinching 
away just briefly when she feels Jenna wrap her arms around 
her, the natural warmth of a fire adept helping the residual 
chill she felt from Felix. 


“This is hurting you too much,” Jenna says, wiping the tears 
away with a cloth. “We know where to look for him, can’t you 
stop?” 


Sheba shakes her head, though the motion makes her feel a 
bit like throwing up. “I don’t know why | keep seeing him,” 
she says. “It may have something to do with my powers. 
Perhaps he’s calling to me, to us, somehow...” 


“Then that’s just all the more reason to get there quickly!” 
Jenna says, then covers her mouth with her hand at Sheba’s 
wince. “I’m sorry, l'Il keep my voice down. l'Il get you more 
tea.” 


Sheba bundles herself up on the couch, covering her head 
with the blanket and emerging only when Jenna brings her 
tea. She can’t bring herself to eat more than a few bites of 
lunch later on. 


As they sail onwards, Sheba’s vision become more frequent, 
somehow acting as a compass. Felix is huddled in a small 
dark room, back and shoulders on fire. Each of his aches and 
fears, she feels in turn for a few moments after emerging. 
The storm again, only this time he’s already in the water. 
She can’t even force herself to speak through the pain in her 
head. Jenna and Piers try everything at their disposal, even 
psynergetic healing, even calling on their djinn for aid, but 
everything seems to only work temporarily. 


She wakes suddenly from a fresh vision the following day, 
eyes dry from crying empathic tears. “Island,” she gasps as 
Jenna rushes to her side. “Near...” She clutches her head 
and descends into darkness. 


“It'll just be the two of us,” Piers says as the ship approaches 
the islet. They spotted the ship bearing their missing friend 
not long after Sheba’s latest revelation, and through a 
telescope, saw a small trading port that seemed to be 
populated mainly by pirates. 


“We can handle it,” Jenna answers, clutching her sword 
tightly, mouth set in a determined line. “They won’t know 
what hit ‘em.” 


“They certainly won't,” Piers agrees, feeling the heft of his 
hammer as his ship glides up alongside the pirate vessel. 
“Let’s be quick.” 


They leap the small gap between ships, deterring all comers 
with spikes of ice and bursts of flame from out of thin air. 
Felix is nowhere to be found abovedeck. “Where’s your 
prisoner?” Jenna demands of one terrified man who she and 
Piers have cornered. 


“Please don’t kill me!” he begs, throwing his hands up in 
surrender. 


Jenna kicks him in the jaw. “I said where’s your prisoner?!” 
she snaps, a burst of flame erupting in one hand. 


“Brig!” the pirate cries, covering his head in fear. Jenna nods 
to Piers and they rush to the door leading belowdecks. 


Most of the pirates are more than happy to get out of the 
way of the two once they see a demonstration of psynergy, 
and it’s not long before they find the brig, and the trembling 
figure curled up in the tiny cell. 


Piers smashes the door open with a furious swing of his 
mace, gold eyes blazing even in the gloom. He rushes 
forward, turning them over to see Felix, unconscious but still 
very much alive. He loops the mace into its hook and lifts 
the other man up in his arms before turning back to Jenna. 
“I've got him. Let’s go.” 


The trip back to their own ship is easy, with the pirates not 
even putting up token resistance after the frightening 


display put on by the pair of adepts. Piers directs the ship 
back out of the port the instant their feet touch the deck, 
and he only instructs it to sail west as they take Felix into 
the cabin. 


“They’re both going to need to see a healer,” Piers says, 
setting Felix down on the other couch. “Nearest settlement 
is probably Apojii...” He glances up at the new map hanging 
on the wall, then adjusts the ship’s course to head for the 
archipelago. 


Jenna kneels down at his side, clutching Felix’s hand, her 
eyes brimming with tears. “I’m just so glad we got him 
back,” she says. “And poor Sheba... Hopefully this won’t 
happen to her again, either.” She sniffles, then turns and 
flings her arms around Piers for a lack of anyone else to hug. 
“Thanks, Piers.” 


“I’m relieved as well,” he says, hugging her back. “We'll get 
them looked after and hopefully they’ll be ship-shape before 
too long.” 


Felix and Sheba both drift in and out of consciousness as the 
ship makes its way to Apojii, but neither are very responsive 
to their friends’ attempts to talk. The locals are only too 
happy to give them space in the healer’s hut when they 
arrive. Once the wounded members of the party are being 
seen to by the healer and his assistant, Jenna and Piers sit 
down outside to wait. 


The assistant comes out to fetch them after an hour of 
nervous waiting. “Your handsome friend’s awake now,” she 
says. “The girl’s still out, but the big man thinks she'll be 
back up shortly.” 


“Thank you,” Jenna says, hurrying in to see her brother, and 
Piers not far behind. 


Felix is struggling to sit up when they arrive, and Jenna is 
alarmed and dismayed to see bandages around his chest. 
“What did they do to you?” she asks, kneeling at his side. 


“Nice to see you too,” Felix grunts, shifting to lean on the 
wall. He gasps in pain when Jenna throws her arms around 
him, squeezing tight. “Jenna...” 


“Don’t get yourself kidnapped ever again!” she wails, 
burying her head in his shoulder. “I can’t keep losing my 
brother like this, okay?!” 


“Jenna, ‘m okay,” he mumbles, returning the hug. 


Piers sits down as well. “You're really not,” he says. “Sheba 
kept having visions of you. The storm, the nightmares...” 
Felix looks over to Sheba’s unconscious form, remaining 
silent. “It caused her such pain she could hardly speak until 
we found you.” 


“I... kept thinking about you all,” Felix says. “When I was too 
scared to do anything else.” Piers sees him start to tremble 
again, and he moves closer, putting a steadying hand on his 
shoulder. “I’m sorry.” 


“It’s not your fault!” Jenna protests, finally getting up from 
her clinging. “I’m sure Sheba wouldn’t blame you either!” 


“Keep your voice down,” Sheba grumbles from her cot. Jenna 
springs up and dashes over to check on her. 


“How do you feel?” she asks, careful to keep her voice 
lowered. “We got Felix back. We're in Apojii.” 


“That’s good,” Sheba says, turning her head to face Jenna. 
“My head still hurts.” 


“I think we can stay a day or two until you both get back on 
your feet,” Piers says, giving Felix’s shoulder a squeeze. 


Felix shakes his head. “We should get moving as soon as 
possible...” 


“Nope, absolutely not,” Jenna says, rounding back on him. 
“You and Sheba are both wrecks. Do not argue with me on 
this,” she adds, raising a finger, when Felix tries to open his 
mouth and protest. 


Felix closes his mouth again, slumping against the wall. 
“Fine, fine.” He closes his eyes, subtly leaning into Piers a bit 
as exhaustion returns. “...Thanks for coming for me.” 


